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despair of the case.   What else could he say of an old lady of
eighty with cancer of the stomach?

Mary Anne may have gathered some comfort from his visit
At any rate she summoned up the energy to give a little house
party* More ambitious still, she engaged herself to go out and
make a call, but the weather prevented it,

The house party provided Mary Anne's last fun in a world
she had loved so much, wherein she had found herself so happy.
It consisted mostly of men, and she enjoyed it to the limit of her
strength.  Her guests enjoyed it also, and one of them wrote her
a long amusing letter of thanks.   He began in a light-hearted
strain, but he ended on a note of very sincere gratitude and he
was young at that.   Evidently to the last Mary Anne retained
her charm,   She was within a month of her death, but still she
could attract this young man, strike exactly the right note, and
send him away full of the most affectionate sentiments toward her
and her Dizzy*   Few women stricken with a mortal disease
would have felt sufficiently interested in a young man to make
his stay at a country house party so happy that he declared he
would always remember it.

Autumn passed and winter came in.   Buckinghamshire is
cold in winter and a bleak wind blew down from the hills among
the trees of Hughenden.  Within the house it was warm, but the
depression of winter penetrated even to the rooms where Mary
Anne fought her losing battle.    Although her appetite had
improved she could not be considered as eating normally and the
wintry aspect of the countryside seen from her windows seemed
dark with foreboding. She had passed her eightieth birthday in the
month of November,   It was the last birthday she would ever see,
The impressive and Sphinx-like countenance of Disraeli set
in an Oriental mask of inscrutability had passed almost into a
proverb, but now^those about him could see that even the Sphinx
possessed a capacity for emotion.   The impassive expression
departed and another infinitely sad and woe-begone replaced it
He could not endure the thought of Mary Anne's suffering,.and
he knew that she suffered.                                                    -

Early in December the crisis began, for m addition to tte
disease which had afflicted her for so long Mary Anftetecame
ill with congestion of the lungs, It was then that Dismfa
abandoned afi hope and wrote to his friend and solicitor,
Rose, begging him to come in the event of Mary Anne s

Now the brave old lady battling for her ^T.,be
of interest for the whole of England.  Disraeli's,

